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forth his hand and clapt me softly on the cheeks. Not
long after he lift up his eyes and hands, uttering these
words, e I would not change my joy for the empire of
the world.5 "

And so, some six weeks short of his thirty-second year, he
died, of whom his father had written, years before, " In
troth, I speak it without flattery of him or of myself, he
hath the most rare virtues that ever I found in any man. "
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